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as well as Octavianus; and as soon as he begun to play

up   to it, he felt  drawn  into  the current  of something
enormously  powerful,  a  dark  rage  and  exultation  that

merged with the persecution-fears and releases thickened
by his drunkenness.

He spent as much time as he could with his soldiers, drink-
ing and horscplaying with them; and their faith and resent-
ment overlaid his mind. By God, he'd make the world safe
and easy for these fellows, and he'd pull down out of their
smug riches all the nobles who'd betrayed Caesar. By God,
heVI tear up the roots of things. These simple fellows had
the clue; they wanted only women, food, wine, and a
worthy flag to follow. They would have their wish. The
fermenting emotion of the populace crept into his blood, and
he was glad to surrender to it.

Fulvia was taking money out of his chests to buy up the
fine estates that were coming into the depressed market
Let her have the money. More would be found. The sword
would tickle the moneylenders off their dungheaps. Distress
was increasing among the mercantile and business classes.
Antonius roared with laughter, and ordered the four best
legions quartered in Macedonia to take ship for Italy,

This was a man's game. Let the soft-cheeked boy squat
on his gilded chair and cry for mother's milk*